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to look after him. This work lasted three weeks and, to-day,
the Director of the Company has taken me on as an inspector
and secretary for 200 francs a month. They have, it seems,
found me intelligent. . , * Do not worry about the little one;
he is getting better and better, and I am not thinking of sending
him back. On the contrary I hope, as my affairs improve, to
take more of the children. It is my right, you know."
Mette had left her mother's house in Copenhagen and was
Jiving with the four children in a house of her own. The
money that she was earning was enough for her needs, but
she complained to her husband of her misfortunes* Gauguin
could not see that she was so ill-placed, comparing the condi-
tions under which he and his unfortunate eldest son were
forced to live with hers. ". ... I try to agree with you,"
he told her, "and I must say that I do not see that your
position is as miserable as you say . . * you see people and,
as you like the society of women and of your compatriots,
you can amuse yourself sometimes* You enjoy the benefits
of marriage without having the bother of a husband. What
more do you want, if it is not a little money?"
Clovis had long ago realised that his father was unable to
provide him with the cakes or sweets that he had had in the
past and no longer asked endlessly for them. He learned to go
to bed without playing after their dinner of bread and cold
meat. Gauguin was not blind to the gameness of his son. "His
heart and his reasoning are now those of a grown-up person*
He grows from day to day but is not in very good health/'
Mette may well have felt anxious for her eldest son but
she was fully occupied with looking after the four younger
children. There was nothing that, at the moment, she could
do. Only later, when she had been separated from Clovis for
two years, was she able to get him back.
At the beginning of the following year Gauguin placed
Clovis in a boarding school in a Paris suburb where the boy
would be better looked after. Gauguin had undergone such
privations that his attitude to Mette and towards his own life had